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The Lying-Poft, or Fictions prov’d R ealities 
by Way of Paradox. TheParadoxes in this 
Poft are to prove, 1. They feel no real 
Pain that have the Stone, Gout, Cholick, 
or any other torturing Difeafe. 2. 
That the Briiifp Apolo’s pretended Sa- 
tyr on Duaton’s Oracle was areal Pa- 
negyrick upon it, and that the faid 
Panegyrick contains Two Hundred 
Falfhoods; with Reafons fhewing the 
Necelfiry and “Fuftice of re-anfiering all 
the Queftions that Interloper has yet pub- 
lifb’. 


Aradoxes are Things that feem ftrange, abfurd, 
and contrary to the common Opinion, (or Lies, 
as the vulgar call em) and therefore this Poft 
is call’d— The Lying-Poft, or Fittions prov’d Re- 

alities by Way of Paradox. 

This Lying -Poft will be a Continuation of the Paradoxi- 
Cal Projeét I formerly publifh’d, enticl’d Athenian Sport,for 
*cwill chiefly confift of pleafant Thefes, and yet fo ftrange 
and uncommon, that all [ advance will generally pats 
for Lies, but are in Reality Truths publifh’d on Purpofe 
to rowze and awake the Reafon of Men afleep into a 
thinking and philofophical Temper, that (if pofhble) 
when Men will wink and fleep, and fcorn to fpend a 
ferious Thought upon common Subjects, they may ftartle 
at Paradoxes, and wind up their Reafon a little higher 
ac the Sight of Wonders. 

I call this Lying, or Paradoxical-Poft, a Paper publifh’d 
for common Good, as I hope to make that clear in a 
Paradox which many Volumes have left under a Veil, 
for the main Defign of a Paradox is,to amufe and divert the 
Age, or rather, to bring that to Light under a feeming 
Contradiétion, which cou’d fcarce be difcover’d any 
other Way: So chat 4 Paradox wu a pleafant and bold 
—nigma, and aims at nothing but Reformation, or innocent 
Mirth, and here, Reader, (as I formerly hinted in my 
Paradoxical-Projed, entitl’d Athenian Sport) ’cis proper to 
let you know, that fince I have fearch’d into the falle 
Notions of fome modern Authors, (but more efpecially 
of the Britifh Apollo) 1 find fo much Reafon to run coun- 


ter to all the World, that I cou’d almoft refolve for the 
future neither to {peak nor write except in Paradox. 

[ fhall only add, (by Way of Preface) this is the firft 
Projeét that ever came abroad under the Title of the 
Lying-Poft, (for few, like the Britifh Apollo, cr\ flinking Fifl 
Chat fell it) and being fuch, doth beg for fuch Allowance 
as ought to be given to thofe who are the firft Founders 
of any Project, for youknow, facile eff invents addere.- 
However, Reader, what is wanting in Strangenefs and 
Contradiétion in this firft Lying-Poft fhall be abundantly 
made up in the fecond , but the firft Paradox will amufe 
and divert the Reader {fo far as to prove, 

They feel no real Pain that have the Stone, Gout, Chelick, 
or any other torturing Dijease. 


I fhall always not only thankfully acknowledge, but 
infert the Names, when allow’d, of my Benefaétors to 
my Three Thoufand Pofis, and for that Reafon fhall here 
acquaint the Reader that the firft Paradox in this Lyinp- 
Post, proving, They feel no real Pain that bave the Stone, 
Gout, Cholick, or any other torturing Difeafe, was {ent to 
me with thefe Lines, viz———_ Mr. Dunton, under- 
ftanding one of your Three Thoufand Pofts will be entiti'd, 
The Lying-Poft, or Fiétions prov’d Realities by Way ot 
Paradox, / have bere fent you a Paradox, (or Lye, a the 
Vulgar call it) that deferves 4 Place in your Lying-Poft, a 
being a Paradox that may be of general Ve. The 
Paradox us thw, viz. 


They feel no real Pain that have the Stone, 
Gout, Cholick, or any other torturing 


Difeafe. 

Hofe Philofophers who fo much contend for the 

Gratification of Senfe, who make Pleafure the End 
of their Labours, and put no Difference between the 
Felicity of Man and the Content of a Beaft, have fo much 
Love for their Bodies, and exercile fo much particular 
Care for its Prefervatien, that they are not afham’d to 
eftablifh its Happinefs in its Health, and ¢o attribute 
thereunco all thole glorious Qualifications which Ariftotle 
beftows upon the Knowledge of the chief Good, and 
which the wife Roman affigns unto Virtue. That Pain 
which incommodeth the Body feemeth tothem the mof 
cruel of all Evils, and they have fo much given Way to 
Eafe, as to afirm, thas no Life « more miferable than that 
which t mix’d with Pains and Difeafes; for if our other Evils, 


fay they, beget our Difquiet, if Ignominy offend us, if 
b Poverty 
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Poverty 2ffi& us, 
‘Tears trom our Eyes, they do not fo much hurt our 


Body asuur Imagination , and we need but a common 
Dexterity to periwade our icives, chat tneie being fhings 
out of our Power, they cannot give us any Incommodi- 
Buc Pain isa Thing within us, its Presence brings 


ty. c : 
iown our Body, it {cizech our Members, and aicending 
from cle meaneft to our more noble Part, it caufeth us 
ro feel allthe Torments wherewith the exercifeth our 
Companion, 


But what Arguments foever they trame, to jufti'y the 
Fear of Torments, it muft befaid, that /.e # the Daughe 
ser of Opinion, thatthe Lortures which appear moft terri- 
ble, are not always the moft crucl, and that corporal 
Punifhmencs do not feem lefs fupportable than Banifh- 
ment and Poverty, but beca. fe they are accompany’d 
with lefs Solemnity. Noching doth fo much awe us, as 
that which may happen to us by the Difpleafure of a 
potent King, and who havisg the Difpofition of our 
Life in his Hands, is able to condemn us to Tortures as 
terrible as infamous. Altho’ that Difeafes deftroy the 
Body as well as Torments, that the Peftilence be not lefs 
tear’d by usthan Punifhments, and that there be nacural 
Evils that exceed the Cruelty of the moft ingenious Ty- 
rants 5 yet is there not any thing which fo muchamazeth 
us as the Sight of Torments, and nothing fo much fhakes 
our Stability, asthe Preparations made to deprive us of Life, 
or to make Proof of our Faith, Other Evils which arife 
from our Conttitution, feize us filently, and their Coming 
is fo fudden, that there is often no Diftance of Time 
between their firft Arrival and their Violence. Sicknefs 
overtakes us without Warning, it runs into our Veins 
without Noife, and without Shew of that which might 
trouble us, it congeals our Blood, or burns up our En- 
trails. Poverty hath not fo frightful an Aipeét, fhe 
neither hurts our Eyes nor our Ears, when the enters 
upon the Rumes of Riches, and Fortune changeth not 
her Countenance, in making us poor, or in placing us 
in the midft of Abundance. 
we are aftonifh’d at their Preparations, the Inftruments 
of Death which they fet out before us, beat down our 
Covrage, and that tumultuous Noife which attends the 
Ceremony, throws Horror into the Minds of all that 
behold it. There they fet in Order all the Cruelties 
which the Malice of Tyrants hath invented, here they 


Cauldrons to View, Jay open the pitched Shirts, and 
rowze the Cruelty of favage Beafts, to devour us: All 
this attra&ting Matter fends Terror into our Soul, and it | 
ought not to be thought ftrange, if we are fo much | 
afraid of Torments, fince they are fhew’d us with fo 

much Addition, and that they appear to our Eyes in 
fuch frightful Shapes, that the kxecutioner even re- 
doubles our Fear by gradualy expofing the Inftruments 
of Torture, and cauteth the moft refolute to abate his 
Conftancy, by the Preparation of Things that are able 
to offend it. Nothing fo much abates our Spirit as the 
Confideration of the Evil that threatens us, and Expe- 
rience lets us fee, chat Pain is always lefs rigorous chan 
the Appreheniion we had of it. It is not always tic 
Thing that wounds us, but the Opinion that we have | 
conceiv’d of it; and we have found fome Perfons that | 
had endur’d Tortures with Conftancy, had they not tirft 
been overcome by the Ceremonies thereof. A Man is 
Not miferable, neither does he feel any real Pain, that has 
the Stone, Gout, Cholick, or any other torturing | ifeafe, 
unlels he think himself go be in Pain; his Thoughts are 
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and if the Death of our Friends draw | 


| Foot to do our Bufinefs. 


But Tortures are terrible, | 


| trimm’d up 


fet up the Crofs, raife the Rack, expofe the boiling | 


| 


the Regulators of his Tortures, and to become a glori. 
ous Conqueror, he need but perfwade himfelf, that the 
Evil he {uttereth is light, or nothing. 

Altho’ thefe Arguments be peculiar, they ceafe not 
to be true, and it’s fufficient to obferve the Effeéts of 
Opinion, to make Judgment of what fhe can fay for her — 
felf. For, as fhe is the Child of the Body, rather than th 
Soul, and borrows her A@tivity from the Senfe, fhe takes 
her Part in all the Accidents that befall it, fhe thares jy 
his Joy and Grief, and, by a fubtle Craft, fhe raifeth the 
Price of whatever pleafeth it, and augments the Horror 
of whatever is odious toit. From thence it comes that 
fhe reprelents Torments with fo much Frightfulnefs, and 
enhancing upon the &vils which the Body fuffers, the 
gives them dreadful Shapes, which aftonifh us, and 
which equally fend their Horror into the Soul of the Pa 
tient, and of the Spe€tators. She is fo fufpicious, that 
fhe never reprefents Evil nakedly, and fhe is fo litt: 
faithful in her Reports, that fhe is generally found a Liar, 

If we float upon che Sea, and the Winds {well her 

| Waves, or never fo little tofs our Veffel, we become 

, faint-hearted 5 Reafun and Light make their Efcape, and, 

_as if we had already fuffer’d Shipwrack, or were Con ~ 

| demn’d to drink up the whole Sea, we grow pale with 

_Fear, and fall into a Sweat with Fright. If Earth 

| tremble under Our Feet, and if the Houfes that cover us 

do but fhake, or made Shew of falling upon us, what ” 

, Ourcries do we not make, and what Death’s Faces do 
we not fhew in our Countenances? Cold takes Poffeffion ~~ 

| of allour Limbs, Fear fummons the Blood to the Heartll 

| Objeés aftonifh us, and, as if the whole Houfe wereto 
fall on our Heads, we are afraid of every Part: Yet we 7 
are not ignorant, that a. fmall Quantity of Water wil 

_choak us, that a Tile from our Houfe is fufficient to; 

_ knock out our Brains,and that we need but a Hole of three 
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, It isthe fame in Matters of Torture, of which we) 9” 
| have fo much Apprehenfion, the Noife that attends it)” 
| makes the greateft Part of the Pain, Opinion enhanceth 
| its Violence, and the Sight of fo many Inftruments fet 
| Out for Shew, fills us with more Grief than that Death 
| we are to fuffer ; yet we know that all thofe armed Sole 
| diers, that that Troop of Officers, that the Executioner el 
in a Wailtcoat, can but remove us out of) 
let Out our Soul at the Wound to be 


the World, given | Fo 


us, and not to affright our felves with the Name of © 
Murder, feparate our Soul from our Body, In fine, they ~~ 
can do but what a Worm doth among Children ina 
Chamber, what the Gangreen caufeth in the Hofpitals, 
and what the Fever every Day produceth in the Courts of 
Princes and Shepherds Huts. An ordinary Refolution 
will ferve to endure Evils that pafs in a Moment, and f) 
which often terminate with the fame Stroke by which =) ,. 
they began. | 
It is indeed a difficult Thing to gain this Power upon oe P 
our felves, we find at this Day but few Scaevola’s and Re 
Rulus’s, it appertaineth but to thofe great Souls of Antik 7) 
quity, fo brave Tortures, and bear them without De © 
fturbance, Wefiad no more Men who dare burn theif 


tors, who dare run to meet Death in Derifion of theif 
tyrannical Oppreffors, and whofe Joys, in profefing 4 
their Innocence, are not interrupted under the Hand of 
the Executioner. Modern Philofophy hath made us too 
tender, and the Love of our Bodies is become too natural. = 
CO ls, not to be afraid of fo many Evils as do confpite | 
our Defiruttion, not to fear a Wedge of Iron whi Fe: 
br 
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- Repetitions, and moderate Flames which reduce us not 


lot ss ¢@ Afhes, “cil after our Patience is tir’d out. 

Of But as general Principles terminate in Examples, and 
het.’ that the living draw from them their principal Lights, I 
th ~~ chink I may here propofe the Courage of a Heathen 
kes - Dame co the Cowardice of our Chriftian Men, and fhew 
In them in the Hiftory of her Life, that Pain is infupportable 
he only to them that are defeétive in Refolution. 

‘Or Never was Empire more maligned than that of the 
lat firft Cefar; his Ufurpation begat him the Hatred of all 
fd ~—s the Nations of the Earth, the Romans often attempted 
he ——stheir Liberty, and did fufficiencly ceftify by their Eter- 
nd prizes, that they could no longer endure the Government 
ae of a Man whohadrob’dthem of their Freedom. Brutus 
lat engag’d covertly in the Con/piration, and tho’ he fore’d 
tle him(elf in hiding the Matter from his Wife, he could 
ar, not fo well diffemble it, but fhe perceiv’d, and obferv’d 
er by the Change ot his Conntenance the Difturbance ot his 
ne Soul, fpake as follows: Why do you diffemble your Troubles of 
d, Mind, and wherefore do you bide from me that glorious Refolu- 
me —Ssstiom you hve taken to put 4 Tyrant to Death? If you cannot 
th hope for Help from me, and if my Sex forbid me to affift you 
th in your Undertakings, you may, at leaft, expe® from me fome 
Us Comfort, or Leffening of your Griefs, or Misfortunes 3 and 
at So may be affur’d, shat if | am not fufficiently Strong to be your 

do ~—Ss« Second, J foal have always Courage enough to bear you Compa- 
ms ny -~wherever ill Luck or Fase fall call you 5 confider not sve, 
I] WeaknefS of thofe of my Condision, but remember only that / 
to ambe Daughter of Cato, and she Wife of Brutus, and that 

ye—Si«sif thas Body which J received from my Fatber bave not Vigour 

il enongh 10 fuffer Death, the Love that J bive vow'd 10 sbee, 

to Brutus, fhall make me conftans in defpifing it. Then thewing 

¢¢ = ~hima Wound fhe had given her felf with a Razor, meerly 

Ri 


_ becaufe he miftrufted her Weaknefs in concealing a Se- 
er cret, Seerbere, faid fhe, Butus, fee there she Trial which ] 
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© have made thereof, do thou not fcruple to open thy Bofom 


it Rs 

ho to me, to reveal to me thy Defigns: Know that within 
tt «thes Body « contain’d Cato’s Heart, and that if my Sex 
ho permit me not to follow thee in that Execution thou baft 


> determin’d, know that my Courage wu great enough to die 
"for thee and with thee, 
~> Ifa Pun@ilio of Honour, if a vehement Defire of 
» Fame, and if a fhort Obftinacy animated by Vanity, 
~~ have caus’d fome to triumph over Death, conquer Pain, 
_+ and defpife the Rigour of Tortures, what cannot Virtue 
'do when fhe is fupported by Integrity ? when fhe ftands 
up for the Prefervation of Laws? when fhe fitters for the 
> Defence of her Temples and her Altars? fince fhe is 
=) compos’d in her Aétions, and preferves the fame Mea- 
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rn fures in Delights as in Torments ? 

b < Wherefore to acquire this Infenfibility of Pain fo fami- 
> liar to the Stoicks, and fo little known to other Philofo- 

n» Phers, let us often have in Mind the Aétions of thofe 

. =) generous Men, who by their Courage furmounted | or- 


. & tures, let us fortify our felves againft the Apprehenfions 
_ =) of Death, let us not love our Bodies more than Neceflity 
> requireth 5 let us feparate from Torments that Solemnity 
which affrighteth us, and let us perfwade our (elves, that 
~ Sthofe Ceremonies contain no move than what is defpis’d 
“=}by a Man in his Bed, fick of the Stone, Gout, or Cho- 
lick, than what is endur’d by one at a Feaft who is fick 
~~ at his Stomach, and what is undergone by a tender Wo- 
man in Child-bearing. So thac sis evident they feel no 


ji breaks our Bones, wild Beafts which tip up our Bowels, 
_ Engines by which Death is convey’d to us with tedious 
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fay = torturing Difeafe, but what is imaginary or 
ancy’d. 

Thus, having oblig’d the World witha very ingenious 
Paradox, or fort of Lye, as a Paradox is a thing that feems 
abfurd and contrary tothe common Opinion, fent teme 
by an unknown Hand, I fhall next prefent the Reader 
with a Paradox of my own writing, which, as much 
a Lye as it feems, I can fully prove, and refolve to 
vindicate as long as there is Pen and Ink tobe had and 
I have Money to buy ’em ; and this Paradox is to prove 
that che Britifb Apollo’s pretended Satyr on Dunton’s Ora- 
cle was a real Panegyrick upon it, and that the faid Pane- 
gyrick contains Two Hundred Fallhoods, as appears by 
the following Letter. 


To the Interloper, or Britifh Apollo. 


STR, 


AD'I not been fenfible of many and great Imper- 
feétions both in my Perfon and Writings, I fhou’d 
have grown a little proud and vain upon reading that (pite- 
ful Charaéter you gave of both in your Brisi/h Apollo : But, 
Sir, the Honour you do me by thus magnifying my Cha- 
rater, by endeavouring co leffen it, proceeding from 
Self-Intereft, and from no Defign of advancing my Repu- 
tation, i¢ does fomething leflen the Obligation: But that 
I may condefeend a little to your DULL CAPACITY, 
my Meaning is, your BRIGHT PARTS, (as you 
call’d ‘em your felf, in your firft Billing for Quarterly 
Cuftomers) and WISK CENSURE, are found {fo mean 
amd contemptible, I can’t but think your fpiceful Refleai- 
ons on my Character and Writings, a great Panegyrick 
on both, for I fhall prove, by my re-an{wering all the 
Queftions you have yet publifh’d, that M. Smith (the 
prefent Author of the Britifh Apollo) is a dull, ignorant, 
falfe, and impertinent Scribler: So that had you {poke 
well either of me, or my Writings, it wou’d ha’ leflen’d 
my Charaéter with Men of Senfe, whereas your {piteful 
Refle€tions have not only advanc’d it, but given a Value 
to a Thing of it felf worthlefs, fo that I even grow 
proud of your idle Abufes, and ’till you begin co praife 
me will no longer hold any mean Opinion of my felf, as 
knowing all ingenious Perfons will defpife what the Brisifh 
Apollo {peaks well of, and therefore pray Sir STUFF all 
your future Papers with nothing but Refleétions on Danton’s 
Oracle, for the talfe Blurs that are caft upon a Member of 
Athens by vulgar Breath, defervesno Entertainment, buc 
Scorn ; and for that Reafon the celebrated Tatler being afk'd 
why he did not exert himfelf, and crufh at once thofe Scrib- 
lers that revil’d him and his Writings, he gave his Well- 
wifher this Fable infiead of a Reply. 
‘ It happen’d one Day as a ftout and hone Maftiff 
* (that guarded the Village where he liv’d againft Thieves 
‘ and Robbers) was very gravely walking with one of his 
‘ Puppies by his Side, all the little Dogs in the Street ga- 
* ther’d about him, and barking at him, the little Puppy 
‘ was fo offended at this Affront done to his Sire, that he 
* ask’d him why he weu'd not fall upon them, and tear 
‘ them to pieces? To which the Sire anfwer’d with a 
* great Compo(ure of Mind, Jf there were no Curs, Ifbould 
- Ae Maftiff. And for the fame Reafon that Squire 
Bickerftaff takes no Notice of little barking Criticks, I 
would contemn the future Yelping of the Critifh Apollo, 
(Alexander, at the Olympick Games, would wreftle with 


©) other real Pain that have the Ssone, Gout, Cholick, or | 
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none but Monarchs) had I but the Thoufandth pas 
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f the Wt an] Senfe of Chat ingenious Gent eman who 
: ¢) tne YY + «€ aA Ss a : “ ; 
tchie'3 Vaner call’d The latier: 


writes that bright and match é 


Bur, M. Smith, tho Saat ae bacie 
will believe your Britih) Apolls) haa’tone Grain of Seale, 

\uity, or good Maaners, yer, with all my Inper- 
‘think it too mean a Conucicealion to Cake any 
ur Britt Apolo, buc juft to own my 


fettions, ! 
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ytice of YO 


farcher N ry 
mean Abi) ever deierve the Honour of your 1 
‘J wn ithe -e account itamof lingular ravour, 
me, ; ee ' - : . a 
] r rapDid 2 Or 1 aCcOull 
Vo si Nivl dU i } nN j “ pt 1.400] 
ot s10ry ») that the V you have hung at me | 
has on (ia b d your iels, as youl Kenections 0b me ts | 
t! eit | ‘yrick you cou'd beftow, and had your 
| I ’ ’ ~~ bye , 3t Q? ‘ if “ } en i 
kind Recommenad 1 of me, DY Way OF v« » Dé 
pubiifl \ a Deiign tu lcerve me, | wou have given 
: ‘ Ww ft ur wife 
you Jhanks yutfeeing Caccording to A. Jj 
fadicnt) you a md it ORLY as ad vdtyr, AN NGL a a fave 
gyrick, | tha re, asafurther Proo’ that your Satyr on 
Janes , wa iY) rar 
Duntons Ora Was a rea Pa ley rick, pr lal mn your 
étions as filly, falle aad impertinent, as thoie An- 
fwers you give to Queftions, and full as unmennerly 4 
for with what Face coud you attempt Co latyrize my 
Charatler, i. e write a Panegyrick upon if, atter you 
had off in | retters to aid me in Dunton’s Oracle 
if | frop the W y, and only publifn a Monthly 
Orde] Bucid e¢ you in for an Author after | 
had read your Britt) Apolos, as tin ling by the meer Stun 


that you there publifh, that the Repore of your being 
concern’d in Dunton’s Cracle would letlen its Value with 
Menot Sen‘e, and tor the fame Realon J defir’d you to 
fay nothing of Dunton’s Atkentanifm—— (in which feme 
ot the Pro, ‘ts have been honour’d with Six Editions, 
which is atull Anfwerto al} theMalice you can [pit at it) as 
believing your good Charaéter of that Book wou'd be the 
greateft Satyr you cou'dbeftow uponit. Then how fool- 
ith and fpicetul was M. Smirb in telling the World, *That 
“ che Heroick Poem, writ by the Arbenian Soctety, and 
* prefix’d to Dunton’s Athentanfm, was a Copy of wretched, 
* hobling, dogrel when (had not Dunton been 
the Subject on’c) | wou'd challenge you to fhew me one l’o- 
em inal! your Apollos, that can match that Heroick Poem 
with all ics Imperteétions, or chat is fo likely to be re- 
printed as Dunton’s Athenianfm, as appears by that Pane- 
gyrick beflow’d upon it by a Gentleman now living in 
Exeter, and infertedin my laft Oracle 5 but had Dunton’s 
Athenianifm, or Six Hundred Projeéts, been that ridiculous 
Hodge-podge your Spight wou’d make it, yet “twas 
matchlefs Impudence and Folly in M, Smith to give it 
an ill Charaéter, for where’s a Book of your writing thar 
was ever once re-printed, or that the Printer and Sra- 
tioner durft give Credit for without your firft Billing and 
Hawking tor Sub{cribers, as you do almoft in every Apollo 
you publifh ? whereasthe Athenian Oracle (of which Dun 
ton writ the largeft Share) never wanted Sub{criptions tho’ 
Three Times re-printed: But cou’d you find Ten Thou- 

fand Errors in my Charatter and Writings formerly pub- 
lith’d, whilft your Brisifo Apoko isa Gull, ignorant, talfe 
and impertinent Oracle, and Duaton’s a true one, as [ 

thal! prove it to be by re-anfwering all your Queftions, 
of what Service are al] your fordid Refieétions, but 

meerly to thew you a foolifh, fpiceful impudent Fellow ? 

Then wou’d you revive the finking Credit of your Britifh 

Apollo, never think to do it by flinging of Dirt, when 
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meer Intereft makes you do it, but by out-writing me; 
Bur the Repucation my Athenian Oracle has in the World 
makiog you doubt this, and being fenfible of that Im. 
poffivilicy you labour under of defending your foolifh 
Antwers, or fo much as your very Jitle, Britijh Apollo, 
you have now made a very fhameful and cowardly Re 
treat, by telling the World, ‘ ’Swou’d leflen your Cha. 
‘ ratter to take any farther Notice of Dunton'’s Oracle; 
Whereas your only Realons are, becaule you can’t, with. 

, lolly and Ignorance, as | thal 
abun lantly prove in my ixth Oracle, w here this Letter 
proving, your Satyr on Dunton’s Oraclea real Panegyrick 
hall be continu’d,and then you may return co your 
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upon it ui 
hawking and praifing your ftinling Fifb, your Britih 
ior when al] my Letter is publifh’d I fhan’t conde. 
totalk any further with you, for my Querifts tey 
me {lelieathe Creditof my Athenian Mercury by taking 
any Notice of you at all. 
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> In my next Oracle exped feveral very nice and curious 
Quefttons, and fome of ’cem of very great lmportance, 
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Dunton’s Advertsfement. 


| Eader,/ am kere to inform thee that in Dunton’s Oracle | 

or Three Thoufand Pofts) for next Tuelday, will be 
viferted— The Secret-Poft, or a Pacquet from Athen, 
containing all the Billets Deux, tender Letters, Love 
Cales, and merry Humours, that palsd between Mr 
Fobn Dunton (a Member of the Arhenian Society) and the 


whole Pacquet being no Fiition, but Letters that really papa 
between Mr, Dunton and bis Female Querifts, and will be 
continu’d in Dunton’s Oracle, when be has Room for it, 


the Ten Years *swascontiny’d.— The Farewel-Poft— Thee 


baiting— and his late Effzy enit?d— The Chriftian’s 
Gazette, being @ Pacquet for the pious Virtuofi on Subjel 
never fiarted before.— Thus, my woriby and loving Frienl, 
Malamoris, you fee I take your Advice; for I hope in thw 
Secret Poft, and juch as will follow it, to prefent the Ladies 
and Batchelors, (out More efpecially you my ingenious Friend) 
with fuch Platonick Secrets— Love Cafes— and merry 
Fancies— as will innocently pleafe fuch a can’t be ferivm 


World.— 


cry the London Gazette, and they’ ne'er fail you, for they 


Athenian Mercury. 


Oxford. To which us added, the Defeat, or the Lover var 
quifh’d, and again rallying with a Smile. Sold by T. Darrack 


- 
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LONDON: Printed by 7. Darrack, in Little- Britain, and Sold by 9, Adorphew near Stationers Hah 
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till be has difcover’d, under feign’d Names, all the Platonick 


~ 


and Love Cafes that were fent to the Athenian Mercury for 


yt 


Mob-Poft— The Whipping-Poft— The Lying-Pot— 3) 
are already publifv'd. Sold by John Morphew, near Statie 

oner’s Hall, by whom is alfa fold Dunton’s Athenianifm | 
or JiX Hundred new Projets in Profe and Verfe— Dunton's > 


Anjwer to Dr. Sacheverel’s Sermon, entit?d The Bulle” 


enough at prefent to love a dying Farewel to this Life and 
J {hall Only add, you defire, Malamoris, to kaom 
hor you and your Friends may have my Oracle every Tuelday @ 
and Saturday brought Home to you; {peak to the Hawkers thts 


can’t forget haw many a fair Penny they formerly gor by Me : 
*,%* The Amorous War, or 4 Duel withthe Paffions, 


Poem,in a Letter 10 a Friend. By a Gentleman of theUniverfiy 9 © 


Printer, io Peterborough-Court in Little-Britain, Price 20.0% 
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moft ingenious Ladies in the Queen’s Dominions, th = 
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